nx c ii4gcaie 

And called it Ruge mounr,at which name /darted. 
Became a Bird of/reland told me once, 

/ ihonld not liue long after /faw Richmond.- 
Bite, My Lord. 

King, J, whatsaclolcef 

Bmc /am thus bold to piityour grace in minde 

.Or what you promtfde me. 

King, Well, but whats a cloke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke of ten, 

• King, Well, let it ftrike, 

Buc, Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufc that like a /acke thou keepeft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Buc. Why then refolue me whether you will orno; 

A , Tut, tut. thou troubleft me, I am not in the vain e.Sxit. 
Buc.. Is iteuenio ? rewards he my trueferuice 
With fuch deepe contempr,made / him king for this i. 

0 let me thinke on Haftings.and be gone 

— To Brecnock, while my fearcfull head is on, £xh. 

E nter S ir Francis Tirrell. 

Bir. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done, 

The mofl arch aft of pittcous maflacrc, 

Thateueryet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Borreft whom / did fubbornc 
To do this ruthfull peece of butchery, 

Although they were flefln vil!aines,bIoody dogs 
Melting with tendernefie and kind companion/ 

Wept like two children in their death fad Itories: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laie tliofe tender babes, 

1 bus, thus quoth Forreft girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaftcr armes, 

Tlieir lips like fourered Rofcs on a ftalke. 

Which in their fommer beautie kifteach other, 

A booke ofpraiers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreft al moil ebangd my minde. 

Sut O the diuell; there thevillaine ftopt, 

Whilft Djg.iton thus told on vvefmotheied 


The 


o( Richard the Third . 

The moft replcniftied fwcet w'orke ofnature. 

That from the prime creation euer he framed, 

They could not fpeake.and fo I left them both. 

To bring this tydings to the bloody king. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. Al haile my foueraigne liege, 
l(ing. Kind Tirrell, am / happy in thy newes i 
7/rf /fto haue done the thing you gau c in charge 
Beo-e t your happinelTe.be happie then, 

For it is done my Lord, 

King. But didft thou fee them dead ? 

TV. I did my Lord, 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell? 

Tir The Cbaplaine of the 7owcr hath buried them: 

Bat how, or in what place / do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrcll foone at after fupper, 

And thou flialt tell the procelTe of their death,' 

Meane time but thinke how /may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. ExitTirreU, 

^ Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe. 

His daughter meanly haue /matcht in marriage. 

The fonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight; 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesbj, 

Cat, My Lord. 

TV. Good newes or bad, that thou com?ft in fo bluntly? 
Cat, Ba d newes my Lor is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
3s in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

Kin, Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his raih leuied army i 
Come,/ haue heard that fcarfull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac'tbeggery, 

I 2 Then 



